ALFRED NOBEL THE MAN
The pure nitro-cellulose powder seems to me to te splendid. Un-
fortunately my health is so bad again that it is difficult for me to
write even a few lines, but as soon as I can I shall return to the
matter which interests us." This was not to be ; only a few hours
later he had a stroke, and on the night of the loth December, 1896, he
died. The first funeral service was held at Mio Nido ; one of his
more recent friends, Nathan Soderblom, the young pastor at the
Legation in Paris (now Archbishop of Upsala) went to San Remo in
order to pay his last tribute at the bier.
He said in the course of his address : " It was a natural corollary
of the loneliness and suffering that were his lot, that in the public
estimation he should have figured too much as a rich and remarkable
man, too little as a human being. Let us not perpetuate this error
now that he is dead; for to the life beyond the grave we can take
neither our possessions nor our achievements ; and we must leave
Beliind our earthly happiness too. In such happiness the dead
man may well seem to us, despite all his possessions and the
affection of his associates, to have been poor enough; it was his
choice or his fate to live alone, and he died alone, without a hearth
to cheer him or the hand of son or wife to smooth his brow. And
his was not a nature to be hardened by money or success, or to be
embittered by loneliness; to the end of his life he was warm-
hearted and kind. In the life beyond all that matters is to have
lived nobly."
His ashes were brought from San Remo to Sweden, and the
solemn funeral took place in the Storkyrka in Stockholm, on the
2gth December. In accordance with his wishes, his last resting-
place was in the family grave, in the Northern Churchyard, where
his parents and his brother had been buried before him.

